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Errata, volume 2 


Nos. 2/3, p. 1, stanza 3, line 7 of LEOUN: “Climber” should 
read “Climbed” 
No. 5, p. 3, line 7: should read “We saw great tracts of country, 
roadless, unvisited,” 


No. 5, p. 4, line 19: “Cavilte” should read “Caoilte” 

No. 5, p. 5, line 31: “Coolius” should read “Coolins” 

No. 5, p. 5, line 32: “Juva” should read “Jura” 

No. 5, p. 6, lime 8: “Asperations” should read “Aspirations” 
No. 5, p. 10, line 26: “Cuthberstson” should read “Cuthbertson” 


Nos. 7/8, p. 24: Following lines omitted at the bottom of the 
page - 


“personified as ‘dark in his doubtful uniform.’ 
Presumably he is in uniform because Gunn | 
likes to see sex as a military operation, for 
there is no other reason. 
Nor do we ever learn” 

Nos. 11/12, p. 5, line 23: “Great Suffrages” should read 
“greater suffrages.” 


Reprinted with the _— of William Cookson 
y 
KRAUS REPRINT 
a Division of 
KRAUS-THOMSON ORGANIZATION LIMITED 
a 
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It is the function of poetry to enable the potentialities of 
the brain to be realised to an ever greater extent. Vital 
thought which is the substance of poetry derives from the 
external world of phenomena, particulars and facts. 

The poet in finding truth must, to use the language of 
Lord Herbert of Cherbury (De Veritate, translated and 
published by the Bristol University Press in 1937—a book 
that anyone learning to write poetry should possess) ‘‘bring 
the faculties into conformity with their objects.’’ As Lord 
Herbert demonstrated we have innumerable faculties (most of 
them in a state of disuse) each corresponding to some facet 
of external reality; the poet should see that these faculties 
do not become dulled and bring as many new ones into use as 
possible. ‘‘There are as many faculties as there are differences 
of things and vice versa’’. (De Veritate.) 

This is the kind of poetry that Hugh MacDiarmid has 
written in his ‘‘In Memoriam James Joyce’’ (William Mac- 
Lellan, 21/-) and no work of comparable importance has been 
produced in the British Isles in recent years. As MacDiarmid 
says in this poem: 


“There lie hidden in language elements that effectively 
combined 
Can utterly change the nature of man;”’ 


Our education system and through this every sphere of 
human activity is today directed towards preventing people 
using more than a fraction of their mental potentialities, while 
they are constantly desensitized by clichés emanating from 
most public means of communication. Unless a gradual decline 
in human intelligence is to come about, poetry will have to take 
a more significant place in human society as the most effective 
means of awakening human beings out of their present deluded 
condition. Any poem that achieves definition of an emotion or 
idea to some extent sensitizes the mind to some aspect of reality 
to which it has previously been unaware. 

It is one of the tasks of poetry to affirm the existence of 
paradise. 
« . + * . 

In this first issue of Agenda Vol. 2 we publish an essay on 
the American Idiom by William Carlos Williams. As, in 
this century, without American poetry English poetry would 
be almost non-existent we consider this article should be read 
by English as well as American poets. If our poetry is to be 
revitalised it will be by a study of modern American poetry. 


AGENDA is edited by William Cookson, 5 Cranbourne Court, 
Albert Bridge Road, London, 8.W.11. 
Subscription (12 issues) 10 shillings 

in U.S.A. $2. 
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FOUR POEMS 


By THOMAS COLE 


A CONTRARIETY 


Turbished in sheen 

Of grey and black 
(And spotted brown!) 
November’s starling 
Brags upon the bough. 
Even his squawk 

Has ring and clarity. 


Summer gone, 

I’ve shed my singing skin; 
Bruises of winter 

Soon will settle in. 


Today, stillness. 

Grey and greyer still, 

The sky lowers 

That yesterday 

Was driven cloud and rain. 
Change, the almanac informs, 
Will mark our way. 


What shall I say 

Who cannot understand 
Flower and stalk 
Beaten to the ground, 
And last leaf 

Troubled on the twig? 


IN A TIME OF WAR 


Ghosts arise and speak 
At our fright. 

Papers walking before 
Us on the windy street 
Of night, assault the heart and shore 
The blood for the shock of grief 


Now that the printed tongue 

Clacks the unholy malady of time 
And the lovers’ end; but the wrong 
Of many we suffer quietly, our crime 
In the deed. 


We are kept strong 
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With the images of blind men 

Bled on the white sands, armed 

On a thousand islands. And again 

The slender palm is shattered, alarmed 
The flesh at the splintered bone. 


To sleep when the dark takes over 
Is folly, now that the street lamps 
Sigh ‘‘Beware!’’ That sober 
Word in the gaunt night cramps 
The soul. 

War and his lover 


Peace these sheets tell 
Of. But no peace in God 
Is their night’s news. 
O tell 
The archipelagos—the black sod— 
The sea is all and its swell 


Ministers the ache of wars. 

Laved in the grave salt waters saves 

No one, and the earth’s scars 

Are tempered, only to go with the waves 
As the night goes. Nothing endures. 


Ghosts, arise as you will. 

The initial fear is gone, and sorrow 
Sustains us now and shall until 
The day, caught in its dark barrow 
Of light, break at our sill. 


FROM A FAIRY TALE 


Love has a way of touching 
What it takes, turning 

To love a hate that wants 
Undoing. Imagine our hero 
Contending against a zero 
End and the witches’ taunts. 


He is caught in love 

From the beginning. Above 
The element of desire 

He walks in a terrible world 
To his separate goal, whirled 
From hate and rebuked. Fire 
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Is the ultimate cleanser now. 

He burns in a tale we would bow 
Out of, for the heart’s sake, 
Fighting to hold 

Against the truth told 

In the flesh, and the heart’s ache. 


For suffering is a rare 
Cinderella in whose snare 

Of love he is caught 

Forever. His eyes move with her 
When she moves, her hair 
Aflame, her eyes wrought 


In the blaze. And the tattered skirt 
Aglow like the sun. The dirt 

Of the hearth gone in such light. 
His heart submits, bound, 

And ‘‘by love possessed,’’ found 

In that fearful fight. 


Confronted with the lie 

That love and hate are shy 

Of each other, we tell them apart 
Only when they are together: 
Their true weather 

Is a climate of mind and heart. 


A MARCH POEM 


March that makes of this spare tree 

A fan of ice, 

Where did you cache this cold 

Against the winter’s frugal gift of snow? 
The daffodil and burgeoned hyacinth 
Have you to thank 

For harrowing in a time 

When you have capped the crocus with its hood— 
Now jester frozen in his silly steps 

Of ‘‘rounds of spring’ 

Beneath the crusty oaks. 

Incredulous and soulful 

In this pelting air, 

Starling and crow are rank philosophers, 
Content to give up what they cannot have. 
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With the images of blind men 

Bled on the white sands, armed 

On a thousand islands. And again 

The slender palm is shattered, alarmed 
The flesh at the splintered bone. 


To sleep when the dark takes over 
Is folly, now that the street lamps 
Sigh ‘‘Beware!’’ That sober 
Word in the gaunt night cramps 
The soul. 

War and his lover 


Peace these sheets tell 
Of. But no peace in God 
Is their night’s news. 


O tell 
The archipelagos—the black sod— 
The sea is all and its swell 


Ministers the ache of wars. 

Laved in the grave salt waters saves 

No one, and the earth’s scars 

Are tempered, only to go with the waves 
As the night goes. Nothing endures. 


Ghosts, arise as you will. 

The initial fear is gone, and sorrow 
Sustains us now and shall until 
The day, caught in its dark barrow 
Of light, break at our sill. 


FROM A FAIRY TALE 


Love has a way of touching 
What it takes, turning 

To love a hate that wants 
Undoing. Imagine our hero 
Contending against a zero 
End and the witches’ taunts. 


He is caught in love 

From the beginning. Above 
The element of desire 

He walks in a terrible world 
To his separate goal, whirled 
From hate and rebuked. Fire 
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Is the ultimate cleanser now. 

He burns in a tale we would bow 
Out of, for the heart’s sake, 
Fighting to hold 

Against the truth told 

In the flesh, and the heart’s ache. 


For suffering is a rare 
Cinderella in whose snare 

Of love he is caught 

Forever. His eyes move with her 
When she moves, her hair 
Aflame, her eyes wrought 


In the blaze. And the tattered skirt 
Aglow like the sun. The dirt 

Of the hearth gone in such light. 
His heart submits, bound, 

And ‘‘by love possessed,’’ found 

In that fearful fight. 


Confronted with the lie 

That love and hate are shy 

Of each other, we tell them apart 
Only when they are together: 
Their true weather 

Is a climate of mind and heart. 


A MARCH POEM 


March that makes of this spare tree 

A fan of ice, 

Where did you cache this cold 

Against the winter’s frugal gift of snow? 
The daffodil and burgeoned hyacinth 
Have you to thank 

For harrowing in a time 

When you have capped the crocus with its hood— 
Now jester frozen in his silly steps 

Of ‘‘rounds of spring”’ 

Beneath the crusty oaks. 

Incredulous and soulful 

In this pelting air, 

Starling and crow are rank philosophers, 
Content to give up what they cannot have. 


SV Ogata ok ee “Yet eee ces (> Pig en aN ae. eee re Me sy ey ae Soe SE Re, S Sener 2 5 
et ae MM ce ee” | es aie Seger ole eae a 
Bre) ae ren a. Lean, 2 art TSE IN ag MSR ONE SN inal UHGES, “ws. = Lo a, an r Berks oe ’ 
' 
ee i 
ee 
j ‘ 
} 
| 
' ” 
- 
a 
| 
| 
tet. ee le. a eee, pee TM We Ae ey koe) _ ol Ok 7a aie eo ee 1 eee ey ome 
one eo) Sas ae i we oe ie gl ae ie te 3 a ae i 
ee ance. Awa “os os SRS ar es 5, Se ORE ee af aes 2 
eee te 5 te a ee 7 ae 
ol eer | Fy ee ee ne (he eo = San at. bate ae a 


THREE SONNETS 


By GAMEL WOOLSEY 


THEN IN A MOMENT SUDDENLY YOU WERE GONE 


Then in a moment suddenly you were gone. 

The place where you had been was viewless air. 
Only your folded clothes, a lock of hair 

Were left—our love betrayed, the summer done. 
And still I searched for you. Ferns, fields and streams 
Were like pale drawings on a yellowed page. 

I tore your fading image in my rage. 

I could not find you, even in sad dreams. 

Oh love, I know no way to find you. There 

The worlds go wheeling by, east of the sun. 
And death that took you left me helpless here. 
The faithful heart hopes on; it cannot know 

If all its hopes are false. The empty eyes 

Still ask of nothingness where the dead go. 


IN THE OLD GRAVEYARD WHERE THE SAILORS LIE 


In the old graveyard where the sailors lie 

The sad grey tombs are decked with cockle shells. 
Full fathom five beneath the tolling bells 

Of bones are coral made; the vanished eye 
Looks from the pearl, and gleams below the glass 
Opening on the world of Underwave. 

Such are the trophies that the fierce seas crave, 
Yet these poor dead sleep where green summers pass. 
It is their resurrection. They lie there, 

Under the thickening turf, the gathering trees— 
Their roof of hueless shells, our trophies here— 
Saved from the dreadful limbo of the seas. 
Over the sheltering earth old words were said, 
Rumours of shores where oceans surge and cease. 


WHEN LIFE IS OVER, YET THERE’S TIME TO KILL 


When life is over, yet there’s time to kill, 

What can we do but suck the failing drops 

Like castaways. Life, when death shears it, stops 
A man’s length on; but we stay lingering still. 
For here it was not Fate that frayed the line, 
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Not death, but loss of love, the heart’s long drought, 
Rivers that run into the sand, the doubt 

And lack and absence, the inverted sign. 

The enclave of King Hart still stretches wide, 

Yet there is no return; the roads are blocked 

That lead to it, wasted on every side, 

The tributary countries lie in chains. 

And there’s no secret pathway to the heart, 

Where the grey desert spreads nothing remains. 


YOU WERE ASLEEP 


when I came to bed all 
curled up like a child 


under the blanket and 
when I slipped in be- 


side you as quietly as 
I could you stirred but 


didn’t really wake and 
stretched out a hand to 


cup my face as if you were 
holding a bowl or a ball. 


JAMES LAUGHLIN 


IF THIS IS PITY DARE I LOVE? 


By V. M. 


If this is pity dare I love? 

For there is a marriage on sand; 
There the heart is blind 

And the mind choked like a rag 
In a cracked window. 


There desire breeds like a nemesis 
Mistakes become a reason 

For the treason of giving; 

And shame laughs like a hot desert 
In an icy mirage. 
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There natives of need become scholars of love 
Grafted on like a second skin 

Cohesion is the pain of want 

A taunt to prove desirability. 


For we are all demons of charity 

When the sores are really ours. 

Pity is’nt love, but the empty need of a plucked tooth 
Bleeding from an unstaunched wound. 


So dare I love if it be need 

Thrown like sand across the face 

To blind, to sting, and then to weep because our loving 
Was a wounded lie. 


A GRAIN TO GROW 


By EWART MILNE 


That lad had been a Captain of the Household for sure, 
Commanded his regiment of the City of the Kings. 

But was that life? His temptation was death: 

Not a death of conscience in wine, women, and song, 

But the greater death of a buried talent, a maker’s pride and 


glory. 


There’s a river might remember his wandering its banks, 
A market town that would not remember his feet troubling its 
cobbles; 
There’s a monastery where he thought wearily of asking 
shelter— 
But lay the night damp in a misty field under its vespering 
shadows; 
There’s a woman whose bed he sought, then from fear or 
waywardness fled. 


All the cocks of the world could have crowed, and did— 
That lad would get his head out, lift it in sunburst from 
the wood ! 
But how was he to know? Or know when he returned 
Shamefaced and footsore to the City, that he had made 
a beginning, 
Established already a departing point on his dark road to life. 


Early, so early in the morning: the sower sowing the wind; 
And a grain to grow, among those that would not. 
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GOD CALL ME TO MY ETERNAL REST 


By PETER WHIGHAM 


The rolling heavens & the fire of time 
consume this barrel body. Here, 
the pitiably silent organs creep 
blindly to decrepitude. The red water & 
the blue gristle pale hourly, 

—an somewhere/sometime 
a fixed and ineluctable hour 
an implacable and unavoidable wall 
(on the other side of the bed 
on the further side of the ward)—wait. 
Strangers (indeed kind) must finally attend 
this tiresome skinful, while self (as ever) 
attends only the most idiot objects, 
and the significance of the lifelong monologue 
palls as life wanes. 


One observes, then, affectionate sunlight 

melt unreal sugar on afternoon cakes, 
—They whipped hers out just in time! 
Hey presto! (What dates one like slang?) 
one is aware of the smell of linoleum 
(sticky) whose surface sends back the black bed-legs 
(on castors), 

one watches a helicopter hovering in a nearby field; 
or the young man across the street removes the 
silencer on his motor-bike.. . . 


eee wavte ofiera alk hue 't wails 
nothing can shatter that silence. 


There is the expectancy— 

there is the revelation—of the bud; 

or to turn with a gesture of wearied tenderness 
to a worn head, the hair greying. 


In the nursery the children are asleep and 
the consciousness of their sleeping fills 
the house. The skies turn. Time burns. 
Yes. God will humble 


their silk skin 
withdraw its flush 
(‘the fever of life is over’) 


* + e * & * 
and leave that scrawny yellow. 
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THE AMERICAN IDIOM 


By WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS 


The American idiom is the language we speak in the 
United States. It is characterized by certain differences from 
the language used among cultured Englishmen, being com- 
pletely free from all influences which can be summed up as 
having to do with ‘‘the Establishment’’. This, pared to essen- 
tials, is the language which gouverned Walt Whitman in his 
choice of words. It constituted a revolution in the language. 
(In France only Paul Fort recognized what had happened 
about him to negate the academie). 

The language had been deracinated in this country but 
the English tongue was a tough customer with roots bedded 
in a tradition of far reaching cultural power. Every nursery 
rhyme gave it a firmer grip on the tradition and there were 
always those interested in keeping their firm hold upon it. 

Every high school in America is duty bound to preserve the 
English language as a point of honour, a requirement of its 
curriculum. To fail in ENGLISH is unthinkable! 

Ignoring the supreme masters of English composition and 
thinking to go beyond them along the same paths impugnes 
a man’s loyalty if not his good sense. In fact it has been 
baldly stated in the highest circles and believed that there is 
no American language at all, so low have we fallen in defence 
of our speech. 

The result is a new and unheralded language which has 
grown stronger by osmosis we are asked to believe, but actually 
by the power of those Whitmans among us who were driven 
. to take a chance by their fellows and the pride of an emerging 
race, its own. The American idiom had been driven into 
a secondary place by our scholars, those rats that had 
abandoned it to seek salvage elsewhere in safer places. No 
one can blame them, no one can say that we shall survive to 
plant our genes in another world. 

We must go forward uncertainly it may be, but courageusly 
as we may. Be assured that measure in mathematics as in verse 
is inescapable, so in reply to the fixed foot of the ancient line 
including the Elizabethans we must have a reply: it is the 
variable foot which we are beginning to discover after 
Whitman’s advent. 

“The Establishment’”’ fixed in its commitments has arrive) 
at its last stand, the iambic pentameter, blank verse, the verse 
of Shakespeare and Marlowe which give it its prestige. A full 
stop. Until we can go beyond that, ‘‘the Establishment” fas 
an edge on us. 

Whitman lived in the nineteenth century but he, it must 
be acknowledged, proceeded instinctively by rule of thumb 
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and a tough head, correctly in the construction of his verses. 
Ife knew nothing of the importance of what he had stumbled 
on, unconscious of the concept of the variable foot. This new 
notion of time which we were approaching, leading to the 
work of Curie and the atom bomb, and other NEW concepts 
have been pregnant with far reaching consequences. 

We were asleep to the tremendous responsibilities as poets 
also and as writers generally that were opening up to us. Our 
poets especially are asleep from the neck down—only the 
Russians with their state control of letters are stupider than 
we. And still we follow the English and teach it to our 
unsuspecting children. 


THE MIRROR 


By BRIAN HIGGINS 


Though stars and winds die down and pass 
I see my man’s face in the glass 

I see the mirror speaking back 

My form and mien, my hope and Jack. 


The mirrors silence will refleet 

My every contour and defect 

Till at its smooth and cynic face 
] curse its truth and curse its grace. 


WITTGENSTEIN 
Ky BRIAN HIGGINS 


Wittgenstein beat. on his head 
And cried he was a fool; 

The flimsy line of all he said 
Would circumscribe no rule. 


And if it’s so he straight cried out 
I will leave off from thought 

And be content with the winds shout 
To lose what | have sought. 


But then a sentence came, and he 
Heard Russell speak his mind. 

“Q) stick to your philosophy 
You’re wasted on the wind.”’ 


Printed by Poets’ and Painters’ Press. 
146, Bridge Arch, Sutton Walk, London, S.E.1. 
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The cost of a set of Agenda (1-12) is 7/6d., in U.S.A. $1.50. 
Agenda No. 1 includes 
Osip Mandelshtam: Poem (P. Russell translation). 
Henry Swabey: Note on Coke etc. 
Editorial statement of policy. 
Agenda No. 2 
Peter Whigham: The Orchard Is Not Cut Down (Poem). 
Charles Martell: Financial Reform. 
Major-General J. F. C. Fuller: From a letter to the editor 
on taxation. 
Edmund Gray: Planning Today. 
Agenda No. 3 
Henry Swabey: Note. 
Peter Russell: Existentialists (Poem). 
J. V.: Organic Categories. 
A note on education. 
Agenda No. 4 
Poetry Issue containing poems by: Ronald Duncan, Mandelsh- 
tam, Alan Neame, Simon Orme, Noel Stock. 
Agenda No.5 ; 
Henry Swabey: Note. 
David M. Gordon: Extract from Mencius. 
Ewart Milne: Spring 1959 (Poem). 
Agenda No. 6 
J. V.: Two Principles of Education. 
Ezra Pound: Note. 
H. S.: Another Reason for Getting Greek out of University 
Curricula. 
Agenda No. 7 
Noel Stock: Where We Have Got To, the first of 2 articles 
on the causes of the Second World War. 
Ronald Duncan: Plain Song (Poem). 
Agenda No. 8 
Noel Stock: Where We Have Got To (Part IT). 
Peter Whigham: Two Poems. 
Agenda No. 9 
Poetry issue containing poems by Ronald Duncan, Alan 
Neame, Noel Stock, Peter Whigham. 
Agenda No. 10. 
(First enlarged 8 page issue with cover) 
William Carlos Williams: The Painting (Poem). 
Ronald Duncan: Extracts from Judas (Poem). 
David M. Gordon: The Cyclops - Ideogram. 
Osip Mandelshtam: Leningrad translated by P. Russell. 
Agenda No. ll 
Noel Stock: A Poet’s Life and Context (Long poem). 
Other poéms by Donald Hall and Peter Whigham. 
Agenda No. 12 
Catullus, a Selection from a New Version by Peter Whigham. 
Noel Stock: Civilization und Tocal Sovereignty. 
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Two Shillings Vol. 2, Nos. 2 & 3. 
December-January, 1960-61. 


AGENDA enlarges its format with this double number 
which is devoted entirely to publishing a great translation. 

The editor has moved to Oxford where he continues to 
edit the magazine. 

There are too many little magazines. Few justiiy their 
existence. The use of a publication of this size is: first, to print 
creative work; secondly, to form a group or nucleus with the 
object of establishing criteria and thirdly, to serve as means 
of communication between those actively interested in the 
furtherance of civilization in general and the writing of poetry 
in particular. 


Among recent publications it is essential that those con- 
cerned with literature should read Ezra Pound’s Impact 
(available from Bailey Bros. and Swinton, Hyde Ho., West 
Central Street, London, W.C.1.) Ronald Duncan’s Judas 
(Anthony Blond, £3-3s.) and Charles Tomlinson’s Seeing 
Is Believing (Oxford University Press 12/6d.). 


Impact is perhaps Mr Pound’s most important collection 
of essays and emphasises the responsibility of the poet, the 
only member of society actively engaged in making language 
the precise scientific instrument it ought to be, to history 
and the nature and definition of money. ‘‘It is a time for a 
clear definition of terms. Immediately, of economic terms, but 
ultimately of all terms. It is not a revolution of the word but 
a castigation of the word. And that castigation must precede 
any reform.’’ That is from the first essay in 7mpact: ‘‘National 
Culture, A Manefesto’’ and this responsibility is nothing new 
but the continuation of a great tradition extending for example 
through Dante, Shakespeare, Pope, Swift, Shelley and Ruskin. 


Readers of AGENDA are already familiar with Mr Dun- 
can’s Judas. It is one of the very few long poems of vital 
importance to have been written in England in recent years 
and has passages of real greatness. 


Mr Tomlinson’s Seeing Is Believing has the beauty de- 
rived from a minute observation of particular things: his 
words exactly fit his objects whereas bad poetry erects a barrier 
between our perceptions and external reality. There is not 
enough of such precise visual definition in English poetry. 


AGENDA is edited by William Cookson, New College, Oxford. 
London address: 5 Cranbourne Court, Albert Bridge Road, 
London, S.W.11. 


Subscription (12 issues) 10 shillings. 
in U.S.A. 2 dollars. 


Future issues of AGENDA will contain work by William 
Carlos Williams, Charles Tomlinson, Hugh MacDiarmid, 
Ronald Dunean, Peter Russell, Roy MacGregor-Hastie, 
David Gordon, Peter Whigham and Denis Goacher. 


Cover designed by Jean Cocteau. 
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JEAN COCTEAU 


LEOUN 
Translated by Alan Neame 
I 


Leoun I dreamed on the night of the 28th. 
Padding with lioness paws across the night 

She walked, Leoun, between the burnt-out fires. 
Greek actors walk in clogs with comparable poise. 


II 
Leoun went forward until bedworthy dawn. 
Skilfully walking on the night went Leoun. 
Leoun walked on the night itself, T mean. 


III 
The dream hung in my head and Leoun in my dream. 
Hearse and mutes were hard put to keep up with her 
The roundabout twisted its corded copper 
The robot scanned her shepherded footfall 
All seemed to turn yet nothing moved at all 
For, expert in the properties of mirrors, Leoun 
Climbed backwards up the ladder the rain let down. 


IV 
She straddled the bodies of showmen asleep. 
Halted. Counted her enemies. Thought deep. 
Under her cloak hid the Head of Holophernes 
(You see, this head was the lamp for her journeys 
Deaf blind frightful with its brilliant beam) 
And resumed the course designed by my dream. 


V 
That’s how she walked, relentless Leoun, 
‘ For Leoun walking was chameleon, 
Taking form and colour from everywhere she trod 
| Moving with the grace of a thief on the job. 


VI 
She walked on the fringe of the Dew’s eye-lash. 
Her undertaking was unspeakably rash 
For at the jetty-corner and from cardinal points 
The soldiery of morning patrolled the battlements. 


VII 
Monuments on the ages drifting 
Sported their light rig of scaffolding. 
History was marking houses with an X. 
The queen was at the chymist buying a portpest. 
Lurid in mauve patches between the bridges flowed 
The virgin-seeming waters, often enough widowed, 

1 


E ee ee Tb a, aaa 5 I ere ey ER ies 
| PC 
i 
‘ 
i? : = 
P - - a we Hi ¢ bi an : 
a oe uae ee eee eee i, fa ee es 
At ey on ba pig’ Lt Ar aia | ee ae ls es ay re he aa “ 
a ee Ree gS eee Oe eS = Py = ae Re ee ee 
~~ eee a - Beers p een os Oe te 


And Leoun Leoun at the foot of the quay wall 
Went on her way with disguised footfall. 


VIII 
Where the streetlamps were out painted women were towed 
By stark naked cyclists to the pretty crossroad 
While heedless of its human cattle the city held 
Its great palm open under a sky ciphered with gold. 


Ix 
Avoiding camper sleeper and false swan 
Leoun followed the lines traced on that palm. 


x 
The cyclists went walking down by the water 
Girls in one hand and bike in the other. 
A whiz of dragonflies and insect flutterings 
Paced these angels who had no wings 
Who put a like warmth and equal zest 
Into guiding the handlebars and squeezing a waist. 
Just so at the fair you find the wretched shack 
Alongside signs of chance and of the Zodiac. 


XI 
So walked Leoun so did the lioness walk 
Under an inkblue sky spattered with milk. 
Lovers suckled on these garret-skies 
Laughed at night’s gates and monitoring eyes. 
They twined together under the eaves. 
Their crushed pollen takes the bloom off the seasons. 
Everywhere tramps above the city riddles 
The frantic gallop of motionless couples. 
But Leoun attuned to a rhythm other than man’s 
Knows nothing of this love armed with two pairs of hands. 


XII 
In the shadow theatre on its fly-over bridges 
Light slit the throats of the cocks and pigeons. 
The Antigoné was showing. Leoun on her road 
Saw actors draped in mantillas of blood. 
The bloody shadow twined round the incest tree 
Trickling from each twig of heroic poetry 
And Leoun saw (or could she?) far below her the light 
From projectors crossing swords with the swords in the fight. 


XIII 
Could she pierce up beyond the heaven of patriots 
To the wingéd triumph of its anagogues? 
Thousands of angel dancers, wings golden and lush, 
Swelled the opera with marble and plush. 
Leoun’s veils were the sails of a schooner. 
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XIV 
Herodias Elsa Thais Iseult Elvira 
Clinging to the shipwreck of a solo-number 
Trailed their seaweed hair through the armorial lumber. 


xv 
But for those Leoun wis already out of sight. 
Blindly she wandered down the endless street 
Leading to your doorstep—greenroom to hellfire. 


XVI 
She had to pick her way past the bramble of barbed wire. 


XVII 
What are those bakers asleep in their dough? 
For flinging these bodies off the hasty naked soul 
Had uprooted them and tossed them anyhow. 
These sleepers had passed out, neck arched in a bow. 
Only the wristwatch survived on the lifeless arm 
The future ticked to waste in each open palm 
And each man wore in victory or defeat 
A viper coiled where his heart should beat. 
But Leoun stepped clear of their disordered feet 
Scattered arms hands limp over the ciphered lot 
Mouths where silence framed itself to a shout. 


XVIII 
What sort of loaf is this of blood and mud and moon 
Baked by these bakers in the dough-trough lolling? 
Who is to eat this bitter macaroon 
And who will buy this bread of my friends’ body? 


xIx 
Leoun untouched by such ignoble grace 
With feet unsullied trampled the rank grass. 
(Her feet were marble and entirely cleared 
Our human spillikins lying inert.) 
She could not see the crimson berries rotting 
On the quickset hedge or the blue rags dropping 
Nor how the rose triumphant on the sleeping earth 
Sucked ite scarlet at the springs of death. 


xx 
High over the houses dances the sleepwalker. 
Below like a tightrope-walker the baker 
Down the airshaft flours his bare torso. 
Shall we recapitulate what Leoun cannot know?— 
Above we have a sleepwalker inspecting her theatre. 
Below on night-shift down the ventilator 
Brewing their batch, nude Pierrots and plaster Apollos. 
Pointless. Walking is all her or Nothing else follows. 
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xXxI 
Bedroom wallpaper and sewing-machines shock 
When the thunderbolt has ripped open the block. 
The flats part their flesh to the soul at their core. 
The people are gone. They don’t count anymore. 
Warm heads fall beneath the shaken tree, 
Golden greengage the colour they bleed, 
And Leoun like a peahen teasing the cock 
Rolls them over with the hem of her frock. 


XXII 
That was Leoun’s manner, arrogant lady, 
Death walks like her, so does Antigoné 
Flouting the law in insolent disdain. 
So pass the Coronation, kingly train, 
Children college-bound in crocodile, 
Deer on the forest moss. Leoun the same. 
And the young murderer down dead man’s mile 
From the condemned cell to the guillotine, 
The Great Bear likewise, move and the wood-louse, 
Water as it boils and quicksilver. 
(Only my waking could disrupt her course.) 
I must sleep on and to the uttermost help her. 


XXIII 
O March, why would you have me brave your Ides? 
Your horn had warned me that your Doom abides. 
Forty was catastrophic, thirty-nine too sweet. 
Why must the Virgin sit beneath an egg? 
This mystery-mongering painter is too smart! 
Why do you never speak, you works of art? 
Cry out, defend yourselves, mock death, be rude! 
Need a masterpiece nag to qualify as good? 


XXIV 
Brittany is an urn of opalescent clay. 
Black the hill and black the slanting tree 
Black Tristram’s lying sail and black the fiend. 


xXxVv 
The knight lies waiting on his granite bed. 
Brittany directs her wide unfocussed gaze 
On bishops at their scourging by the waves. 
She listens to the flight of a thousand shrieking birds 
Battering the rainbows to foggy shreds. 


XXVI 
Leoun made her way through the curded opal 
Of hard Brittany where all is mild and pastel. 


XXVII 
Run wreckers, make the windows rattle 
Searify men with the stormy petrel 
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Tie torches to the horus of the cattle 
Add chapters to the Durk Prowesse. 


XXVIII 
Thatch arches window glances here and, yes, 
Ilere be dead-eyed oysters anid sweet cider-press— 
Brittany where Scotlar«| finds herself grown fairer 
Like a woman lighting on a distant mirror. 


XXIxX 
Ileedless of the mists’ refracting glass 
Leoun moves through the milk opal and floss. 
(The misty lens marks detail: 
Milk oak and stormy petrel 
Moon and moonbeams turned to fairies 
Wrecks uprearing beastly trophies) 
Leoun’s map is plotted in her hand. 


XXX 
If not in hers then in another’s planned. 
Perhaps my hand relaxed in sleep 
Plots the hearings on her map. 
All else irks her and means change of set. 


XXXI 
Tristram may linger for the horn’s lament 
Leoun despises him and laughs at his distress. 
She and the Zeitgeist walk abreast. 
I dream her and I contain the dream. 
Yet I still cannot tell Leoun’s final aim. 
Flat on my bed how could I follow her? 
No. I can only snuff her out altogether. 


XXXII 
Snuff her out? Can a Teoun really die? 
What does her name mean? What does the sleeper do? 
He lies. Offers himself for a dream-stage. 
Now the dream fills me as water fills a sponge. 


XXXIII 
Perhaps, striding over tle shock when I wake up, 
Leoun will step into another sleep, 
Going from sleep to sleep without remission 


Towards the one to whom she owes submission. 
Which is he? 


XXXIV 
The sleeper gives nothing of his own. 
My dream makes a mere passage for Leoun, 
Knowing my impotence my sole reward. 
I have no means to trap her off her guard. 
Who can tell whence Leoun or whither away? 
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XXXV 
So plied Gradiva through the streets of Pompeii 
With a grace somewhat reminiscent of Leoun 
So on the water pranced the Colleoun 
So the Commendatoré kicked the ground agape 
So trod the Venus d’Ille with brazen step 
So flew Icarus plumed with artifice. 


XXXVI 
Now Tristram dwelt at the Inn of Sacrifice. 
Wounded waiting perched on a cardboard box 
In an open-air theatre on the Breton rocks. 


XXXVII 
Why waste weeping on one Iseult aghast? 
If Leoun tarried she would herself be lost. 
Perish Tristram perish Iseult whose hair shines so bright. 
I sleep that Leoun may glide on through the night. 


XXXVIII 
I sleep and I know and I know that I dream 
I alone can decide when the dream is complete 
And when Leoun shall leave me once and for all. 


XXXIX 
Were Leoun to return after an interval 
To tread again the dream that fills me now 
Qualmless I should wake up quick. But, no, 
She only walks us each one night in time. 
Today from all eternity was mine 
For me to play the link in Leoun’s chain 
Not knowing where or when she walks again. 
If only I knew that sleeper designate 
To whom Leoun elects to turn her feet 
And he could tell the sequel to the story! 
Or sleep maybe will flaw his memory 
Perhaps he will say: I never dream, not [! 
Or I may hear one day—should she comply— 
Some sleeper quite unknown 
Waking from you uttering your name—Léone/ 
Telling of other paths your feet pursue. 
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XL 
What shall I do, Great God, if I lose track of you? 


XLI 
Ink upon paper spells infatuation. 
These are no verses of the pen’s creation. 
A monochrome ribbon a melody of grief 
Cut the heraldic crochet of the fated life. 
I only see the back of the piece I embroider. 
Look, against the sunset Leoun looks shorter. 
I finger a shadow—Leoun is 7 gnomon. 
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XLII 
Up, reluctant sleeper! up sleeper, up and on! 
Quick march! Keep up! Leoun won't stand waiting. 
Don’t snap the thread she sets her heart on plaiting. 
And honour what you do not understand! 


XLII 
Lie on your bed do not stir hand or foot 
Run without motion and motionless fly 
Sleeper cribbed by a cheap society 
For Leoun has chosen the gulf of your being 
To play out her drama and set her scene in. 


XLIV 
You can run without stirring a limb 
You can follow Leoun on your back in your room 
You can bathe in speed while you relax 
Lock the pedals let go the brakes 
And let the front wheel of your cycle 
Wind the fine-threaded stare of prowheads on its spindle. 
False night false sun false wind—world of seeming. 
Be warned. Dreamers may lose themselves in dreaming. 


XLV 
Don’t let her go. Keep your eves skinned. Only see 
How Minerva’s shadow is shaped like a key 
Revealing her far clearer to the mind of man 
Than the temple reared on the flat of her hand. 


XLVI 
Run sleeper fettered in deep sea tresses 
Your mouth is open and your leg aggressive 
And your closed eye bent on the riddle of the blood 
Seeks a world more potent recreate and good. 


XLVII 
That -is where hope must be fastened to win her. 
She is a fountain. A column. And in her 
Nothing inheres of the nature in us. 
She walks without moving, lifting her knees. 
And has she any knees? 


XLVIII 
At last IT am in step. 
From plinth to point the obelisk slept. 
For obelisks sleep on their feet at night. 
The silence brimmed with babbling gold light. 


XLIX 
Fantomas the King of 1911 
Keeps a king captive under the bronze siren 
There where Memnon’s organ rolls its muted tone 
There from her palace where the long-armed moon 
Moves her stone chessmen down the ivory 
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There where the future creeping like an ivy 
Up Egypt hides herself in gilded words 
ITer eyes night-waking and adored her birds. 


L 
Kiosk and grill and grove lawn armoury 
Ghosts of young men of occult stabulary 
Saddling horses of wrath unknown to the sun— 
There History and Dream melt in continuum. 


LI 
Pole-less Leoun balanced along the cord 
For the showmen were camping Place de la Concorde. 
By the light of their fires I could see from above 
The shadows of the caravans and horses move. 
We could pick out the noise of distant brawls 
The fountain-bow] clanging to the iron pails 
And the tap... tap... tap of a boy with a peg-leg. 


LII 
Here fall the moonlight and the crownéd head 
Here beat the hearts of tambours of Santerre 
The showmen sleeping on the ground are here 
(They sleep three-quarter-face or in profile) 
ILere walks Leoun all skilful on the wire. 


LIII 
Here Leoun goes walking, I follow where she walks. 
Here green soldiers sleep in their sentry-box 
Here France at half-mast hears the caravan 
Dreaming aloud of Egypt and Leviathan. 


LIV 
HIere on a hazardous path Leoun 
Flew o’er the checkerboard of night and moon. 
She walked, Leoun, with wingéd step 
Above the showmen black and striped. 
The square had furled its wings to sleep. 
Leoun drew me after her along the rope. 
The void favours those who walk asleep. 


LV 
A sleepwalker’s best friend is the roof. 
At heights to disconcert an acrobat 
You can see the young desert their garret-flat 
Death comes to meet them, pointing them the way 
And with a mother’s hand leads them away. 


LVI 
Skywalking I conform to the dream-trope 
Protected in a voidal envelope 
Teoun too: while she cautiously outshines 
The diamond fragments of m, Tleavenly Signs. 
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LVII 
Does not the Great Bear pose some frightening equation? 
What would the Sun convey by daily revolution? 
And that pedant on the slate of the night-sky 
With his freckled ciphering—what is he at? and why? 
What of the Tree of Night with its cluster of bees? 
These ear-rings and bangles... what of these? 
And who spattered that fiery ink so high? 


LVIII 
Leoun pierced further under the soulless vault. 
No landmark from the known world marked her route. 
A hero lying asleep with his limbs straddled wide 
(Composed valley rock wood rampart and mountainside. 
The swallows were nesting in the hollows of his arms. 
For his arms flung apart left his armpits unarmed 
And below in a tangled grove hetween his legs 
The cockbird slept brooding on his eggs. 


LIX 
Leoun untouched by a grace so ignoble 
Strode through his vineyard fallow-land and grove. 
And I followed Leoun in my turn to trample 
The body of the hero dismasted by love. 


LX 
"Twas Renaldo fallen prey to Armida’s devices 
Sleeping in the fragrance of his dewy fleeces. 
Biceps shoulderblade breastbone thigh and hip 
Littered the warm snow where the heroes sleep. 


LXxI 
Armida in the veil of a lawful bride 
And taller than a shot-tower surveyed fallen pride. 
Chaste after love, her great body locked up, 
She slept on her feet by her own true love. 


LXII 
Sure this group took form from a sea-billow swelling, 
An erotic Atlantic of buttock and belly! 
Now nothing is left in the wake of the wash 
But a naked king lapped in the armour of flesh. 
Like the fall of the angels lay this knight. 


LXIIT 
Booted with ink are they that trample the wine-fat. 
Likewise Leoun and I trample the sleeping king. 
Will you reach haven you sleepers of my night’s sleeping? 
Suppose in your sleeping another sleeper should heave 
And dream of a sleeper and he then dream of another 
Shall I come at last after going from sleeper to sleeper 
To the prison-wall and meet my firing-squad? 


9 


ma <a Sara BP i ee | es Oe eerie Se ES ee ea tired Sie ee seedy meen - 
ee eee me 3 ee a “a ae es ee ie ce 
Le ae ee ee tee ic AE ae eae et ite we oe ee 
en on ee aa ST ere ae ae? os a ao, 2 ; * lS dee 
‘el - ‘ 
ee | 
peas ab 
* °. - a < Es 
Boe ree co Se TS a = Peet Nee?) ogee eo gee Be ee atts Ree a ae foie 1 
tps. pe So an F ae oa ee een oh ~, pra) = ME Ne aco hs ae Ve oe ae Sua 
es re i . : ae ie es ees Seo es ee - i See gc aeeeey y= eae soa, fn i = aon ie” 
Se ce ee a oe ee lO le a x (ich ie ee oe 
ot tee Poh me a Tie oe ae a 2 a ie ioe. ae 
> ec ae =, "ee ie es Med Xe SEY Maguire Ser ie oR Ae ae ny a. ae rast, 1a Sra i ete eo Fu, 


LXIV 
Yet Naught hath Term. Even Mortality 
Aspires to symbolise Eternity. 
Dead dream of Dead and they of Dead the same. 
Nothing breaks free of what informs our Frame. 
Not so Leoun. Ignoring prison wall 
She journeys to th’ Incomprehensible 
To her Companions and with Time and Space. 


LXV 
Look now, she pauses. Can it be she waits? 
I halt. I tremble. If like Belphegor 
(Whose deeds are in the Louvre) she does discover 
That I am trying to foresee our goal... 
Leoun sets off again and lifts her heel. 


LXVI 
I can see the flat of each heel disturb 
The colourless fabric of the dream-robe. 
One after the other her heels at the edge 
Of the garment disperse Belphegor’s image. 
I used to love this part of the film when I was younger. 
How do gates and fashions affect Belphegor? 
She strikes with her hammer and the walls divide. 
These murderers always have the public on their side. 
There goes Leoun’s heel, ah lovely, look! 
High enough to see the sole of her foot. 
The other takes its place and rises as high. 


LXVII 
Belphegor shook her hammer at the sky. 


LXVIII 
Each time a heel twitches her cloak awry 
Does she think of striking at the spying fire? 
God! Dare I impute to her any such desire? 
Memories of some film were beginning to confuse. . . 
Leoun is remote from the world that I prize. 


LXIx 
And yet the here and now is not my country. 
I hope to have her for ever at the Dark Entry. 
But still the separative chasms yawn. 


LXxX 
Crime has revoked the Tables of the Law. 
Where can I flee from Crime? which is the way out? 
Now if there were some way and Leoun knew it 
I should put a mammet of myself in the bed. 
I should get Sleep framed for criminal neglect 
I should make myself look so much like a corpse 
That I’ld hoodwink the dream and run into port. 


LXXI 
Who sleeps dreams he flies. Thinks fate not so clever. 
A fly-by-night flying and knowing the lever 
10 


eee a; Ms ated Lis lac? =e. ee ee “ine (LO SE aipiareaes 7 ae DS a ag a 
see AL au Bie aah cones Me ae ee Pe ee ne e cr Sree 8) a Oe a ae oe 
2 Re bh Se eee aes 
ms : 
a 

ie 
ae 

y Po 
ae 
ee 
s 

‘(ft 
i 
; ee 
4 
3 } 
s j 

: i 
4 i 
— toe é ea ae a ae f a 
As Ee oe ee ee > an 32 Pomme ES aes 
BA 3 IS Re a etic i a Pea Be: te. ee ee ge Bes 
1 aN ee Is? coke oe: “ ‘ees a $ ; oleae ee Sh aege 
= a x: RE ey PIE oy a 8 ia oe Soucek, ee Se 


Knowing how to manage the patent self-starter 
Rising like Indian ink falling through water 
Deep in an element furling and furled 

Where fiving is the lordliest ease in the world. 


LXXII 
Quite other to flit from the dream I enclose 
Other than reveille may foreclose 
Other to beat dawn with its comb like a cock. 


LXXIII 
When fanfaronading cock in farmyard crows 
Shattered, my repose, attuned to slightest shock. 


LXXIV 
This thing subsists in me because I believe in it. 
And yet a cock bonneted in raw meat 
Crowing like the handle of a rusty pump 
An old cock shouting like a market street 
Can rout a royal ghost on parole from the tomb. 


LXXV 
Elsinor! Moonscaped and crenelated, 
The other world your king had penetrated. 
My shadow played Ilamlet, leoun played the King. 


LXXVI 
Would the poet blench before a guilty thing? 
No. Leoun was adept at every illusion 
Ever contrived in greenroom confusion: 
Kings who go quietly at the Porter’s knock 
Kings whose marmoreal footfall sets the pavement rocking 
Kings who fade on the crowing of the cock. 


LXXVII 
What time is it on earth where my stand-in plays for me? 
Lente lente curritur noctis equi! 
You cocks wake not the sick man from his slumber: 
Spare him his dreams. Draw not your golden sabres. 


LXXVIII 
I have said that your crowing is covered with rust 
Your skin tettered yellow with a leperous crust 
Your hat trimmed off with a star of red meat 
That a beard of balls hangs down from your beak. 
I have spoken. 
LXXIX 
For all that, your sabres are arms 
Keen enough to kill our economy of charms 
And decimate the camp of the angels of rest. 


LXXX 
Leoun went climbing from floor to floor 
Of a sky-block with milk-light under every door. 
ll 
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I had to follow where Leoun chose to lead 
Into a swarming hive of milk-white bees. 
Tn cosmology this is called the Milky Way. 


LXXXI 
So blood riddled the walls of Troy. 
So danced Saint Guy so danced Saint Elmo 
Under the milky lustre-bough of mistletoe 
So the fleur-de-lys on the banner of France. 


LXXXII 
The excited stars feigned indifference. 
The farther Leoun led and the nearer I came 
The crueller their hard horrid eyes became. 
They peer jealously for each other’s disasters. 


LXXXIII 
Like sovereign states the stars hate their neighbours. 
The will to battle sharpens their glances. 
Some of them are raddled. Others pensive. 
Some whose light waxes by self-destruction. 
But all have hard hearts with swords for self-protection. 


LXXXIV 
I could no longer count the fever of their fires. 
But the most inflamed of all were the dead stars. 
News of their burning-out is slow to travel. 


LXXXV 
The chestnut tree of night made its chestnuts bristle 
Sea urchins threatened in the deep sea of the night. 
The peace that children worship with hands joined 
Sparkled with pride explosives and points. 
The sky like the sea must defend its fruit. 


LXXXVI 
I saw Leoun break out in a prismatic sweat. 
A mimetic change Leoun then underwent. 
Knife-like irradiations broke 
From the pale folds of her cloak. 
The threat of danger put her on her guard. 


LXXXVII 
Iron Maid of Nuremburg pointedly barbed 
Madonnas radiating Spanish daggers 
Sebastian and his tree shot down in arrows 
Strands of barbed-wire, cactus, briar: 
Leoun travels armed as you are. 


LXXXVIII 
Can I survive this? Or is this final? 
How can I bandy stab for stab with this arsenal? 


LXXXIx 
Time was I saw women in opera-boxes eagerly 
Wait adulation of unarmed equerry, 
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Evening-dress a-bristle with fiery pins, 

The Opera transformed to a plush pin-cushion 
And burning lightning cauterising low-lit crimson. 
Diamond bristles when woman turns. 

If lover leaning over diamond hover 

Diamond lunges and transpierces lover. 


XC 
Yes, I have seen some eminent duels at the Opera. 
Cruel killers excited by lustre. 
Too bad since the war those battles do not take place. 


xclI 
But these battles «lo take place in the world where I race. 
T have no right to complain of their heart-plunging. 
Who could prevent a star from lunging 
Or the killers of heaven from stabbing out my eyes? 
Any act affronts the proud walkers of the skies. 


XCcIl 
How is it with me? Limps my right leg. 
Leaps my weak heart. My left leg drags. 
Eye can scarcely see my hand upheld. 


XCIII 
Not too blind to know it’s a hundred years old. 
No need to finger my beard to know the truth: 
1 am old. Leoun has stolen my youth. 


XCIV 
I wanted to override the physical type 
And wide awake outwit the wiles of sleep 
Believe that our time and dream-time coincided. 
See my raised hand? Forlorn hope exploded. 


XCVv 
Pharaohs masked in gold gloved in papyrus, 
Hands lay littering the sands of Egypt 
When embalmers drained your branches of their juice. 


xcvI 
My cast-off hand littered the seeming track 
Where no rash venturer’s footfall leaves a mark: 
Thus Pharaoh tries to hold the ages back 
By challenging from his gay sarcophagus. 


XCcVII 
Crossing their swords the stars feinted and thrust. 
My severed hand lay at the end of my dead wrist. 
A black bloody ivy bound a web of tendrils 
Round a root with bones and finger-nails. 
My hand dies first. But a star interjects. 
Once my hand is dead, it kills me next. 


XCVIII 
Where is Leoun? Where the duel of arrogant stars? 
It is my age, my city, morning in my room, 
13 
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It is my own fatigue leadening my limbs 
These are my own hands gauatleting my arms. 


xcIx 
Our unexampled city of flight-by-night and butchery 
By night is like the statue of the Commendatoré. 
Shadow-play and moon-play play trick by turn. 
She is Commendatore. She is Saint Petersburg. 
(I speak of time past.) So I watched her go 
Through my stereoscope in her amazing snow... 


Paris walks beyond the marches of death. 


Cc 
And the Palais-Royal empty for Thermidor heat. 
Its silence, haunted by the bluish flicker 
Of lamps, passed back and forth between its two theatres. 


cI 
To the one dark couples went pushing and noisy. 
The other bills Hugo and Alfred de Musset. 
Racine was savage. Moliere blood-chilling. 
Those circus games where Love does the killing. 
The crowd stands waiting panting at the games 
Under the vaulting of a snowbound maze. 
The theatre-yard and antique taxi-cabs 
No longer glimmer under mistletoe bulbs 
While sheltering at every cellar-door 
A beaver-hatted satin-slippered whore. 


cil 
Poets and actors are scared of little girls. 
(In the Underground rages an autograph war.) 


ciil 
At the middle is a ghost shut in by the grills. 
Frantically endlessly struggling, this ghost, 
To climb on to the chair to take the oath 
To hoist the Toothpick Lady to the balcony. 
The universe conspires to give him the lie. 
Here History lies dead. Her act is done. 
Fenced in with golden grills as night comes on. 


CIV 
This place works by clockwork. It has lost its soul. 
Its dream shelters behind a Chinese Wall. 
Nothing sold here now but patent and Croix d’honneur. 


CV 
Palace of Don Juan Rampart of Elsinoz 
Your walking dead would leave me less dismayed 
Than the Palais-Royal’s girdling arcade 
And less dismayed at your grandees from Hell 
Than the familiar noise of its iron grills. 
They pull them down of an evening. Raise them at dawn. 
One of these iron curtains shattered my dream. 
14 
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CVI 
God! If one night in her magic world Leoun 
Found an escape route from the eternal round 
If she were only to mistake her way 
If Fate restored her as Fate takes away 
I should not again quit her solemn heels. 


CVII 
But for her walks she chooses other tunnels. 
Those of the Palais-Royal might serve as frame 
For her angelic swagger—after a dream-change. 
There I might see her high-stepped heel again. 


cVIII 
I was day-dreaming. As afloat the swan 
Offsets a ludicrous and clumsy walk 
By neck’s italic question-mark 


So Leoun knows the world where she belongs. 


CIx 
For true Leoun is Leoun false. 


cx 
This night-song I write in chalks 
On spiteful slate. Efface it, passer-by, 
With tears of rage and bloody sigh. 


CxI 
How you astonish me, hairnets and leaves, 
Girdles of bones and collars for cannibal chiefs, 
On the purple knickers of the flayed-alive! 
One flayed alive writes these naive 
Verses where a fairground roundabout whirls on its axis 
To utter disregard of the by-play of syntaxis. 


CXII 
The flayed-alive in skin reclad 
Dies furled alive in his own flag. 
He was asleep. He wakes. He writes a poem. 
The poem—he knows—is not the kind to charm. 
He does not wish to write it. Writes it all the same. 
(So lovers write on walls.) 
And so a hard-boiled Muse maltreats us all 
The stuck-up bitch has no respect for anyone. 
Leoun was the Muse or the Muse Leoun. 


CXIII 
Let me go: I shall write whatever I fancy! 
Aren’t you sick of pulling out my hair 
And knotting it tight to the top of your lyre? 


CXIV 
Let me go! Let me go! I abhor your frenzy 
My hair strung in hatred to the lyre 
And the assizes where flayed I expire. 
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CXV 
Ruthless Maenad you my daytime Muse 
Leoun walks on remote from both of us. 
Harrowing the internal world is what you like. 
Automatically the mocker takes your side. 
I know your tricks of sending your victims 
To face the court and fork out for your crimes 
Of twisting your lovers up like bits of wire 
Of chaining bone to ghost and nerve to hair 
Of leaving us half-dead—in fits of laughter. 
You don’t like what I write? Then do the other! 
I know some chinks in your armour you can’t hide. 


I dare you. 
CXVI 
Sirs, what you write is a fraud 


CXVII 
Mirage Lady with uplifted scythe 
Entering my theatre through the looking-glass 
Will you take liberties like those astral tarts? 
Will you torment me to catch me alive? 
And if such be your plan, what warning will you give? 
Dreaming is monstrous. Waking monstrous too. 
Can I hope to find true peace of mind with you? 
Shall I have to follow you through some worse complex? 


CXVIII 
Sleeping and waking have played me too many tricks 
I long to break off and put paid to their rancour. 


CxXIx 
If you are plotting my more ingenious torture 
Can I sleep at the end untroubled by any dream? 
You write? And your books are read, may I ask, by whom? 
Does a world exist where I shall not have to speak? 
Need I tremble there at Leoun and her panther-feet? 
Need I tremble there at the Muse with claws like a lion? 


Cxx 
Need I tremble there at the sky with its thousand million 
Eyes intent on pulling our whole world down? 
Your forbidden city is truly an open town 
Where I can evade the shame of offering fight? 
Someone is watching me. 
Look out. 
Keep quiet. 


JEAN COCTEAU ALAN NEAME 
1942-44 1947-57 
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